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The robe of romance has always hung around the early 
history of For t i tude Valley. I n the early fifties of last 
century, the Valley was outside the zone of the industrial 
and commercial activities of the " Set t lement ," as 
Brisbane was then called. In the year 1849, the ship 
Fortitude^—the first of the three vessels which had been 
chartered by the late Dr. Lang to bring immigrants t o 
Moreton Bay—arrived with about 250 passengers. They 
had been selected by Dr. Lang when on one of his visits-
to England, and belonged to the cream of the British 
art isan classes. They were endowed with ra ther more 
t han the average intelligence of the class to which they 
belonged, and were well equipped with the quaUties of 
courage, perseverance, and self-reliance. Owing to some 
friction which had arisen between the doctor and t h e 
immigration authorities in England, no provision h a d 
been made in Brisbane for the reception and accommodation 
of the passengers by any ' of Dr. Lang's ships. The 
a t t i tude of the New South Wales officials towards the new 
arrivals was distinctly hostile. Although there were 
several untenanted public buildings in the town when 
the passengers by the For t i tude arrived, they were not 
permit ted to occupy any of them. I n these circumstances, 
kind-hearted citizens arranged temporari ly to accommodate 
some of them, and the others, with the help of local 
residents, erected bough shelter-sheds on the southern 
slope of Wickham Terrace—under the shadow of the old 
windmill (present Observatory). They had not been here-
long when a peremptory order was received by Captain 
Wickham, the representative in Brisbane of the New 
South Wales Government, int imating t h a t the immigrants-
were to be at once removed from this barren spot, as they 
were trespassing on Crown Lands. The Captain, however 
took no action, and those who cared to remain as^ 
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" trespassers " were allowed to do so. Some of the 
Fortitude people, however, probably feeUng that their 
tenure on the hillside was insecure, shifted their belongings 
to a spot just about where the warehouse of Foy and 
Gibson now stands. Hence the name Fortitude Valley. 
Here they again erected shelter sheds with boughs, and 
those of them who had money paid the blacks—who at that 
time carried more weapons than wearing apparel—to 
strip from the neighbouring trees sheets of stringy-bark 
with which to roof the structures. A little nearer to town 
—on the present site of the Roman Catholic School in 
Boundary Street—stood the cottage in which lived 
Father Hanley, the first parish priest in Brisbane.* The 
passengers by the Fortitude had therefore settled some 
distance from the residential portion of North Brisbane, 
surrounded by bush, and seemed to be quite a long way 
from everywhere and from everybody. The nearest house 
on the town side of Father Hanley's cottage was that of 
the late Andrew Petrie, opposite the present Custom 
House, while the only building between Mr. Petrie's house 
and Edward Street was the old gaol on the southern side 
of Queen Street. On the northern side of the street, from 
the intersection with Wharf Street down to Creek Street, 
was then vacant ground. Nearly opposite to the old 
gaol was a small wooden cottage which served as Brisbane's 
first School of Arts. From there to the Courier corner, 
the Queen Street frontages were not built on. Later on, 
a building for a School of Arts was erected on the corner 
of Queen and Creek Streets, the building standing a little 
back from the street. In after years, a larger building 
was erected with several shops on the Queen Street front. 
The present Q.N. Bank occupies the site. It will be seen, 
therefore, that when the immigrants by the Fortitude, 
in 1849, settled near Foy and Gibson's present store, there 
were only a few houses between,what is now the VaUey 
Corner and Edward Street. I have been informed by 
one of the Fortitude passengers who recently passed away, 
that streets and footpaths were then undefined, and were 
well-grassed playgrounds for both white and black 
children. The slopes were timbered with box, ironbark, 
and gum trees, while the lower levels held swamp-oak 
and tea-tree. Steers grazed on the hillsides, and dairy 
cows pastured on the flats, while, here and there was a 
cow-yard with milking shed. There was, of course, no 
* The Church of England Pariah of St. John the Evangelist, Bris-
bane, was formed in 1843, With the Revd. John Gregor, M.A., as Priest 
in charge. 
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Wickham Street in the fifties, much of the land bounded 
by Ann, Brunswick, Leiehhardt and Boundary Streets 
was still in blocks, as originally surveyed by the New 
South Wales Government, and the nearest street to arid 
parallel with Ann Street was Leiehhardt Street. The 
block of land at the corner of Ann and Boundary Streets, 
containing an area of one acre and three roods, was owned 
by James Gibbon. The Union Hotel stands on a portion 
of this land, which is now divided by Wickham Street. 
The Rev. Father Hanley had about three acres fronting 
Boundary Street, and adjoining Mr. Gibbon's land. 
Next was an area of five acres owned by J. Massey, 
fronting Ann Street, and running towards Leiehhardt 
Street. Next to Massey's was eight acres held by Mr. 
Gibbon, running right through from Ann Street to 
Leiehhardt Street. This takes us down to the present 
•Gotha Street. Land which now fronts this latter street, 
Ann Street, Gipps Street and Leiehhardt Street was, at 
the period referred to, owned by Mr. W. A. Duncan, arid 
contained an area of a little over thirteen acres. Mr. 
Duncan was our first Collector of Customs, and built his 
house on the site now occupied by the Palace of the Roman 
Catholic Archbishop. The next block contained eight 
acres, and was owned by Mr. Gibbon. This land 
extended from Gipps Street, down to the Royal George 
Hotel, at the corner of Ann and Brunswick Streets, thence 
past Beirne's drapery establishment, past the-now-busy 
Valley Corner, down to about the spot where the railway 
line intersects Brunswick Street, thence across to Gipps 
Street. Mr. Robert Cribb owned a block of five acres in 
Brunswick Street, commencing at Mr. Gibbon's peg, and 
running up to Leiehhardt Street, following that street 
to its junction with Gipps Street. From a point just 
below Father Hanley's house, a small watercourse ran 
right down to Bridge Street, intersecting the whole of the 
blocks between the two points. I t followed the low-lying 
land on the northern side of what is now Wickham Street, 
and crossed Brunswici?; Street, near the present "S a^lley 
railway station. Above the raihvay station, and along 
the line of the watercourse, were some excavations made 
by the early brick-makers, Avhose bricks can still be seen 
in the material of some old cottages in Wickham Street, 
near Gipps Street. Between Wickham and Ann Streets, 
the land which borders Constance, East, and Bridge Streets, 
was low and swampy, and was often covered with storm 
waters from York's Hollow (the gully in Victoria Park 
running from the Grammar Schools to Bowen Bridge Road), 
Spring Hollow, and from the gullj^ just mentioned lying 
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between Leiehhardt and Ann Streets. The waters crossed 
Ann Street, near James Street, and many years ago the 
Brisbane Municipal Council erected a bridge over Ann 
Street to accommodate vehicular traffic—^hence Bridge-
Street. The remains of this old structure can still be 
seen in Ann Street, a few yards from James Street. 
By-and-by the passengers by the ship Fortitude were 
joined by immigrants from other ships, or by persons 
from other portions of the town, and the boundaries of 
the little village began to expand. Some of the larger 
blocks of land were afterwards cut up into smaller areas, 
and those who had the pleasure of a banking account 
bought allotments of land, and built houses upon them.. 
These little drab-coloured cottages were mostly of the 
two rooms and a skillion order of architecture, and were 
scattered about the frontages in somewhat irregular order-
Attached to nearly all these cottages were small gardens, 
which rewarded the industry of their owners with a 
generous yield of vegetables and flowers. Below 
Constance Street, in the Valley, Charles Windmell, after 
whom Windmell Street is named, had ten acres of low 
lying land, extending from Ann Street to Leiehhardt Street 
Most of this land was under cultivation in early days. 
The isolation of the Valley had attractions for some 
people, and a few families went there to live because the 
neighbourhood seemed to them to agree with their idea 
of what country life should be like. A passenger by the 
Fortitude had informed me that in 1853 and 1854, the 
conditions in the Valley were as near an approach to that 
kind of life as any spot that could then be found of equal 
distance from the township. Two exceptions might, 
perhaps, be suggested—Woolloongabba and West End.. 
The former was heavily timbered with forest trees, and 
the latter was, in places, covered with dense, vine scrub, 
where the pioneer farmers had carved for themselves 
homes out of a tangled mass of vine, fig, yellow wood and 
pine. But the wood lands of the Valley were wide, and 
only a few hundred yards away were the well-timbered 
hills of Teneriffe, Montpelier, Toorak, and Eldernell, 
from the summit of which charming and extensive views 
could be obtained. On the west were the purpling crests 
of Taylor's Range, and on the eastern horizon hung the 
sloping sands of Moreton Island, while immediately below 
the winding river opened out into beautiful lakes. In 
those far-away days of the mid-fifties of last century, 
the rest-seeker could—on the afternoon of a sultry summer 
day—sit on the top of Teneriffe, and, casting off the carea 
of the day, be refreshed for the burdens of the morrow. 
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A spirit of quiet repose pervaded the undisturbed bush 
which covered the banks of the river almost to the water's 
edge, while 'Unbroken lines of mangroves distilled into 
the soft atmosphere the fragrance of their flowers, and 
dipped the sheen of their leaves into the swelling tide. 
And the many pretty details of the landscape made as 
charming a picture as ever illumined the field of one's 
imagination, and one longed for the inspiration and the 
touch of a landscape artist. 
But as a business proposition, the Valley of those days, 
was a failure. Here and there, a cottager's wife, in addition 
to her household duties, found time to dispense small 
quantities of tea and sugar, a tin of jam, a few sweets, 
pins and needles, coloured ribbons, cottons, and odds 
.and ends of stationery. Now and again, someone whose 
hope had almost become a faith, ventured to embark on 
a larger scale of business, but in the end the asset side 
of the ledger was blank, while the liability side had what 
sailors call " a list to port." Men in both North and South 
Brisbane of recognised business ability, with all the 
qualifications necessary to ensure success, said "Not good 
enough," when it was suggested to them that they should' 
open in the Valley. Even the residents themselves were 
filled with pessimism when discussing business 
possibilities, and saw only pitfalls in this suggestion and 
perils in that. In fact, the only things they saw on the 
misty horizon of the future were the uncertainties. 
Those, who, in the early fifties waited for business to 
materiahse in the Valley found it was like waiting for one's 
ship to come in. 
Meanwhile, the gay sisters of the Valley—^North 
Brisbane and South Brisbane—steadily increased their 
business activities, and, always keeping in view the 
advantage they held in the matter of water frontage, 
made good progress. Indeed, between the two, there was 
a fair amount of rivalry for the trade of the port. Both 
•occupied a prominent place in the public eye and public 
print, and both, from their superior business position, 
looked upon the Valley as rather a poor sort of place. 
Indeed, the Valley was the Cinderella of the City. North 
Brisbane, of course, claimed to be the "Show Window" 
of the " Settlement," and proudly pointed to the little 
€ustom House standing in the bush at the foot of Queen 
Street, to a couple of wharves, to the old gaol, in Queen 
Street, to the small post office at the top of the 
principal street, with Mrs. Barney as Post Mistress, and 
to two or three plate-glass fronts whereon was inscribed 
in gold letters the word "Emporium." But beyond and 
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in addition to this, was the fact that Captain Wickham, 
the representative of the New South Wales Government, 
had his official residence in North Brisbane, and that 
balls and other gay functions had the added charm of his 
presence in his official capacity. South Brisbane, with 
its splendid water-front, was the centre of a brisk export 
trade, and small steamers and schooners came to her 
wharves to load wool, hides, skins, and tallow for oversea 
ports, via Sydney. Master mariners from distant seas 
often dined with the managers of the shipping companies, 
and described to them in glowing sentences the commercial 
activities in the great marts of distant countries. They 
pointed to our wide waterway, and said " Brisbane will 
some day be a great port," but—with a sage shake of the 
head, and with much emphasis—" not in our time, not 
in our time." Without a water-front, the little village 
in the Valley was therefore in a disadvantageous position 
when compared with North and South Brisbane, and the 
Valley people somewhat resented the patronising air at 
times assumed by public opinion in the two latter places 
when referring to her hmitations. Between the business 
portion of the " Settlement " and the Valley there was 
therefore what Charles Lamb calls on " imperfect 
sympathy," which sometimes found expression in terms 
that indicated a lack of appreciation and respect. 
But by-and-by the " Cinderella of the City " came 
into her own. In 1891, the fairy god-mother waved her 
magic wand over the streets and thoroughfares of the 
slighted suburb, and she was shortly linked to the City 
by strong bands of shining steel. In 1897 the line was 
•extended to the Bulimba Reach of the river. The fertile 
wand was at a later period raised over the roofs of the un-
pretentious Httle cottages, and there arose in their places 
storied warehouses, filled with costly fabrics of the manufac-
turer's art. A further wave of the fruitful wand caused the 
erection of stores and wharves at the foot of Teneriffe, 
second to none in the twin cities of North and South 
Brisbane. Again the wand Avas raised, and one 
saw 10,000 ton Hners lying at the wharves discharging 
cargoes of manufactured goods from the marts of Europe 
and the East. The little window wherein was dispalyed 
in the fities a few cheap ribbons and cottons, was, by a 
stroke of the wand, changed into a magnificent plate-glass 
front, gay with a lavish display of goods of the richest 
description. The cottage in which a seamstress stitched 
from dawn tUl dusk is now the site of an up-to-date 
factory, in which are employed scores of persons of both 
sexes. Another wave of the fruitful wand changed a 
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windowless and doorless blacksmith's shop into a handsome-
jewellery establishment, the windows of which arie-
garlanded with rare gems, and in which are displayed 
vessels of gold and silver equal to anything to be seen 
in the Southern capitals of the Commonwealth. Where-
in the fifties the lowing of cattle was heard on wattle-
scented slopes, is now heard the ceaseless whir of machinery. 
Where the blackfeUows' gunyah then sheltered a few 
ill-fed and poorly-clad members of his tribe, are now to 
be seen scores of up-to-date villa residences. Where the 
Valley man then went out into the night with a Ughted 
tallow candle in a horn lantern, he now walks in streets-
brilHantly lighted by hundreds of gas-jets and countless 
electric globes. The bush paths which the native trod 
with his lighted fire-stick to keep away the evil spirits, 
are now busy streets laid down with steel rails carrying 
electrically-driven cars. Another wave of the fairy god-
mother's wand sent the telephone to the Valley, and, 
finally, as Emerson says, " the university is now brought 
to every man's door by means of the newspaper boy." 
